HIS   CAMBRIDGE   FRIENDS
Sleep sweetly, tender heart, in peace : Sleep, holy spirit, blessed soul,
While the stars burn, the moons increase, And the great ages onward roll.
Sleep till the end, true soul and sweet.
Nothing comes to thee new or strange. Sleep full of rest from head to feet;
Lie still, dry dust, secure of change.
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TO  EDWARD   FITZGERALD
(Dedication of "Tiresias," written in 1882)
Old Fitz, who from your suburb grange,
Where once I tarried for a while, Glance at the wheeling Orb of change,
And greet it with a kindly smile ; Whom yet I see as there you sit
Beneath your sheltering garden-tree, And while your cloves about you flit,
And plant on shoulder, hand and knee, Or on your head their rosy feet,
As if they knew your diet spares Whatever moved in that full sheet
Let down to Peter at his prayers ; Who live on milk and meal and grass ;
And once for ten long weeks I tried Your table of Pythagoras,
And seem'd at first "a thing enskied" (As Shakespeare has it) airy-light
To float above the ways of men, Then fell from that half-spiritual height
Chill'd, till I tasted flesh again
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